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To the noble and vertuous Gentlewo- 


man,worthy ofall honor, Miſtres Lucie Harrington, 


Daughter to the Honorable Gentleman, Sir 
IOHN HARRINGTON, 
Knight, 


STE, OV R rareſt wertnes, ( honourable 
INES SV a Aiſtres y i [ E, ) haue made me, 4- 
4 | more (t many other Competent ludges of 
XY your Worth, both to love and admire you: 

l but the exceeding kinae aff ion ( Which 
IVA T kyowe ) the Houſe of POW LE S. 
MA] [LS WOFRT H doe beare you, (a F amily 

= gi Where-unto I muſt confeſſe, I am both in 
LJ: loue and dutie more denote then to any 0= 

—— RR ther ) hath mooued mee, for a more partt- 
culer proofe of that honor which both they and I are willing to doe you, 
to dedicate my Poeme to your protettion . 

Uouchſafe therefore noble Miſtres LUCTE, your ſelfe beeing in 
full meaſure, adorned With the Ike excellent gifts, both of bodie and 
minde: graciouſly to patronize MM ATI LD A. A mirror of ſorare 
chaſtitie, as neuther the fayre ſpeeches, nor rich rewards of a Kwig, nor 
death it ſelfe, could ener remoue from her owne chaſt thovghts : or from 
that due regard Which ſhee had of her nener-ſtained honor. Your gra= 
Cious and curteous acceprance of theſe my labours, may encourage mee 
hereafter, to publiſh ſome Worke of greater Worth, under your Name 
«nd protett;on, to Whom I wiſh all happineſſe, 


; 
= Þ 
- 


Yours in all humble ſeruice, 


Michael Drayton. 


A2 


To the Honourable Gentlemen of 
Englande, true fauorgrs of 
Poelie. 


T Farned and honourable Gentlemen, 
RIES Ny whoſe kind and fauourable acceptance of 
= £55, my late difcourſe of the life and death of 
7 S Pirs Ganeſton, hath emboldened mce, to 
publilh this eragicall Hiſtorie of my /1a- 
S. tilda, which otherwiſe, the fonde cenſures 
$2 .(S $ of the ſortiſb andabſurd ignozant had alto- 
R9 Ye ac%, :xthcr diſcomaged me: (of thoſe detract- 
ors I meane,) who without iudgemene of reading, haue raſhlic 
and iniuriouſly wronged the molt rarc & excellent men who haue 
written in this age wheran wee line. They themſclues, eyther 
wanting the vſe of thoſe tongues,which as che keyes of knowledge 
vnlock the treaſurie of moſt rareſt inuention, or els theyr dull 
eycs, ſo ouer-clowdcd with miſtic ignorance , as neuer able to 
looke into celeſtiall ſecrees of diuine Poeſte, thereby to diſcerne 
the right and true method of a perfe& and exquiſite Poeme. 
; Andyet, ſuch is the folly and ſhameleſſe impudencie of ſome, 
(as wee ſee every day,) which in their wanton and adu{trate con- 
ccits, bring forth ſuch vgly Monſters, as a modeſt and ſober eye, 
can hardly abide to view their deformities. Fhen x15 no meruaile 
though che diuine Muſes,take fo fmalldelight im onr Chme , fin- 
ding their ſweet and pleaſant fields, which, ſhould be holy and ſa- 
cred, defiled, and polluted, with fuch lathlpme ordure. And al- 
though there be many, furniſhed with fundry ſorts &f good lear- 
ning, yet wanting that diuine tonch and heanenlie inſltinR which 
giveth life to invention, doe baſcly diſgrace that, wherein theyr 
owne experience tells theaa, they, bee cther ignoxant . Bute 
onely to you, excellently qualified, and rare accowpliſh'd Gen- 
tlemen, the true heyres of the Mufes., I conſecrare my Jabours, 
whoſe wiſe and diſcreee cenſures, haue heeretofore made knowne 
to me,the true perfetion of your owne honorable diſpoſitions: & 
onely to you 1atzlda committeth her ſhort diſcourſe, 
e Michaell Drayton. 
A 3 


{ 


The viſion of Matilda. 


E thought Ifaw ypon' Mat/das Torhbe, 

Her wofull'ghoft, which Fame did now awake, 
And crau'd her-paſſage from Earths hollow wombe, 
To view this Legend, written for hcr ſake; 

No ſooner ſhee her ſacred Namehaid ſeene, © 
VVhom her kind friend had choſe to grace her flory, 
But wiping her chaſt teares from her fad eyeri, ._ 
Shee ſeem'd to tryumph, in'her double of Ce 

Glory ſhcee might, that.his admired Val ex 7 
Had with ſuch merhod fram'd her iſt 'complaint: 
But proude ſhee was, that reaſon made him chile, 

To patronize the ſame to ſuch a Saint : 

-In whom her'rareſt vertues might be ſhowne, 

Though Poets skill ſhould fayle,to make themknowne, 

| H. G. Eſquire. 


} 


: 


* HY learned Poeme (Friend) I will nor prayfe, 
Nor will commend Marridas chaſtitie, + 
Shee by thy Muſe, her fame from graue doth rayſe, 
- And hue conceity; thy lines doth: dignific. | 
But thar in this, the honour thou doolt giue,” *.* : 
To thac feet Majde'in whote vnſpotred 'mintde,' ** * 
Matild:&ratetverties yerdo? line, >: 1 fc 
As two fo like the ary tain hardly: finde. 
; Fayre Lucze with Matilda but compare, 
In all regards of perfett modcſtie, 
And ſce how like in cuery good they are, 
And then thy choytc with md5cmenr rarifie; - © | - 
' *''And I who knowthe worthof thy fir choyce, 
Approuc it gobd, both with niy'peca-and voyce. 
| \ Anon1mds. 


» ? Y , — 
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T Eares in your eyes, and paſsions in your harts, 
VVith mournfull grace youchlafe Mazildas ſtory: 
The ſubiect ſad, a King to a the parts 
Of his owne ſhune, to others cndleſſe glory. 
But ſuchis ſinne, where lawleſſe lult 1s raigning, 
Sweet to the taſte, till all rurnes toinfeftion, 
V Vhen count is caſt, a reckoning is remaining, 
VVhich muſt be payd, bur not at our election. 
Perrill OO intereſt of Pleaſure, 
Spending the ſtock that Danger long was gayni 
Makes Cole and body beacon oftha fa 
VVhich yainly ſpent, what helps our fond complayning? 
O that my lines could ſo the Author grace, 
As well tis vertues merit prayſe and $454 


R. L. Eſquire, 


To AM. Drayton. 
Like thy worke, and doe allow thy wit, 
And prayſe thy choyce in patronizing it; 
Yet more, that thou the honor dooſt imparr, 
To Luce prayſe, a Mayd of ſuch defart, 
VVho for wy rareſt yertues doth exceede, 
Nor neuer age a better wit did breede. 
A blefled Impe, ſprong from: a noble race, 
Admir'd for gyfts, and beautified with yruer , 
A Phenix deck, yet not with plumes of gold, 
But with true Iemmes of heauens nimel mould. 
Then happy man in thy Marsldas fame, 
Happy Ma#s/44 in rare Lucres name, 
Deuiſe of wit, by Graces onely graced, 
Adorned skill, in vertue highly placed, 
Yet ſubieR, wit, and skill be all co fewe, 
In chaſt Matiide, for rare Lwcies due. 


VV. G, Eſquire, 


Ftothis time ſome ſacred Muſe retaine, 
Thoſechoiſe regards by perfeQ vertue taught, 
And in her chaft and virgine-humble vaine, 
Doth kindly cherriſh one pure Mayden thought, 
In whom my death hath bur rruepitty wrought, 
By her I craue mylifermay bereucald, * 


V'Vhich blacke obliuion hathtoolong conceald. 


Oron the earth if mercy may befound, 

Or if remorce may touch the hartrs of men, 

Or eyes may lend me tearesto waſh my wound, 

Or paſsion be expreſtby morrall pen, 

Yet may I hope of ſome compaſlsion then : 
Three hundreth yeeres by all men ouer paſt, 


Now finding one to pittic mee at laſt, 
SII\A TORY B, I, 


MATILDA. 


f 


You 


4. En  reonth or ctedeadene 
4 
o 


MATILDA. 

Youbleſſed Impes of heauenlychaſtitie, 

You ſacred Veſtalls, Angels onely glory, 

Right prelidentsof imorrtalitie, 

Onely to you conſecrate my ſtorie. 

It ſhall ſuffiſe for mee if you be ſorie, 
If you alone ſhall deigne ro grace his verſe, 
VVtkichſerites for bddursto perfume my hearſe, 


Let your delicious heauen-diſtilling teares, 
Soften theearth to ſend meefrom her wombe, 
VVith Conquerors Lawretkcrowne my golden haires, 
VVith flowty garlands beautifie my tombe, 
Be youtheHeralds to proclaime meroome, 
VVith ſable Cyprefſemaske:your louely eyes, 
Mourning my deah with dolefull Elegies. 


Faire Roſamond, of all ſo highly graced, 

Recorded in the laſting Bookeof Fame, 

And in our Sainted Legendarie-placed, 

By him who ſtrives to ſtellifie-hername,”.., 

Yet will ſome Martrons fay ſhe was to blame. 
Though allthe worldbewitched with his ryme, 
Yerall his Skill cannot excuſeher cryme;!' 


WO 2 [: 0 Laucrece 


MATILDA 


Lacrece, of whomproudeRomehath boaſtedlong, ' 


Lately reuiu'd to lie another age; - 
And here ariu'd totell of Targuins wrong, 
Her chaſt deniall, and the Tyrants rage, 
Acting her paſsions on our ſtately ſtage. 
- She is remembred, all forgetting me, 
Yet I as fayre andchaſt,as cre was ſhe. 


Shores wifeis in her wanton humor ſooth'd, 
And modern Poets, ſtill applaud her praiſe, 
Our famous EZ/freds wrinckled browes are ſmooth'd, 
Call'd from her graue to ſee theſe latter daies, | 
And happy's hee, their glory high'ſt canraiſe. 

«© Thus looſer wantons, ſtillareprai{d of many, 

«*< Vice oft findes friendes,but vertueſeldomeany. 


O faire Charztes, Toues moſt deere delight, 

O lend menow one heauen-inchanting lay, 

And you rare Nimphes which pleaſe Apollos light, 

Bring ſpreading Palme and neuer-dying Bay, 

VVith Oliue branches ſtrev the pleaſant way : 
And with your Viols ſound one pleaſing ftraine, 


To ayde his Muſe,and raiſe his humble vaine. 
B 2 


And 


Re En 


MATILDA. 
And thou'6 Zeta, Souetaigneof his thought, 
Englands Diana, let himthinkeonthee, 
By thy perteCtionslethis Muſe be taught, 
And in his breaſt ſo deepe imprinted be, 
T hat he may write of ſacred Chaſtitic : 

Though not like:Golhm: in thy Britomart, 

Yer loues aſmuch,although he wants his arte. 


O my dread Soneraigne, rare and princely Mayd, 
From whoſe pureeyes the world deriuesher light, 
In Angels robes with maicſtie arayd, 
In whom true vertue is defin'daright: 
Olertheſe lines be gracious in thy ſight, 

In whom alone, asinapertect glas, 

All may diſcerne how chaſt Matilda was, 


To brag of birth, or nobleſſe, were but vaine, 
Although I might compare me with the beſt : 
© Tochallengethatour Aunceſters did gaine, 
*« Aroyall minde ſuch folliedoth deteſt, 
VVhich I omit and here ſet downe myreſt : 


* © Of vertuouslife I meaneto boaſt alone, 


*© Ourbirth is theirs, our vertuesare our owne. 


c«A 


M. A Til LD A; 
«« Aſhameto fetch ourlong diſcent from Kings, 

«© And from great Towe derive our pedigree, 

«© Thebraneatchiuements of a hundredthings, 

© © Breathing vaine boaſtes the worlde to terrific, 

| «© If weeour ſelues doe blot vith infamie, 

*« And ſtainethat blood and honor which is theirs: 


© Men cannotleauetheir vertues to their heyres. 


The Heauen became a Midwife at my birth, 
A kind Zacina, gently helping Nature: 
Some ſacred power then preſent on the earth, 
| Fore-telling rareperfeQtion ina creature, 
| As all men iudg'd by ſodiuinea feature: 
Yetas my beautie ſeem'd torauiſh all, 
Vertue made beauty moreangelicall, 


Vpon my brow, ſate Honor in her pride, 
Tables containing heauens diuineſt law, 
VVhoſe ſnowie margentquoted on each fide, 
VVith ſuch delightsas all mens harts coulde draw , 
My thoughts (as Tutors) kept minecyes in awe, 
From their rare Sun-beames darting forth ſuch raies, 
« As well the worke might ſhevy the Artſ-mans praiſe, 


B 3 Theſe 


Cas: a Se 


M £T\DLD 36 
Theſe Cherubini, the Tree of lifedockeepe; 
TheſeDragons, watclvthe faire Heſperianfruite, 
Thele fiety Serperits, guard the golden ſheepe, 
Theſe fixed ftars,their rayes like lightning ſhure, 
At whoſe approch the wiſe wereſtriken mute. 

T heſe eyes; which onely could true vertues meaſure, 


Ordain'd by Natureto preſerue hertreaſure. 


My words were gracefull, plealing tothe wile, 
My ſpeech retayning modeſt decencie, 
Not fondlie vaine, nor fooliſhlie precize, 
But ſweetlie tun'd, with ſuch a ſimphony, 
Moouing all hearers with the harmonie. 
Gracing my talewith ſuch an Emphaſis, 
As never Muſickecould delight like this. 


My face the ſunne, adorning beauties sky, 

The Booke where heauen her wonders did enrole, 

A ſtately Pharus to each wandring eye, 

And like a Syren could enchaunt the ſoule, 

VVhich had the power theproudeſtto controle. 
To whomthis gift my Maker had aſsigned, 


That there, all eyes like ſouthſayers diuined. 4 
Natures | 


MATI'L'D A. 

Natures fayreEnſigne,roiallie diſptitd, 

Map of El;frum, Eden without night, (: 

Ermins wherein rich Phebas is arai'd, 

Right praſpeCtiue,refleQing heauenly light, 

Hart-wqunding arrow, pearcing with the (ight. 
Bright mornings luſtre, 7ozes high exaltation, 
Load-ſtarreof loute,rare Cardeof admiration, 


Truetype of honor, fine dilicious varry, 
Thericheſt coatethat ever beautie bare, 
Pure colours, which the heauens doe onlie carry, 
O vncouth blazon,ſo exceeding rare, 
Ocurious lymmaing, paſsing all compare, 

Firſtat my birth aſsigned vnto mee, 

By that greatKing of heauenly Heraldrie. 


From hence my praiſe began to proue her wing, 

VVhich tothe heauen could carry vp my fame, 

Of all my glorie now began the ſpring, 

Through euery Coaſt thus ſtill enlarg'dmy.name, 

From hencethe cauſeof all my ſorrowes came: 
*©Thustothis Hydra are we ſubiect ſtill, 


*© VVho daresto ſpeake, noi caring good or ill. 


T his 


MATILDA; 
This icalous Monſtetbathiathioufandeyes, : 
Her ayrie body hath asmany wings: . 
Now onthe earth, then vpto heauen ſheflies, 
And heereand there with:euery'wind iheflings, 
From euery Coaſt herrumors foorthſhee brings; 
Nothing fo ſecret but to her appeareth, 
Andaptrtocredit euery thing ſheeheareth. 


Foule blabbing tel-rale, ſecrets ſoone bewrayer, 
Thou ayre-bred Eccho, whiſperer of lyes: 
Shril-ſounding trumpet, trueths vnkind betrayer, 
Falſe larum-bel, awaking dead-mens eyes, 
Vncertaine rumor, wandring in the skyes: 
Fond pratling Parrar, telling allthou heareſt;: 
Oft furtheſt of when as thou ſhould'ſtbe neareft. 


«© ThePrinceseares are opento report, 
*©Ther's skill in blazing beauty roa King ; 
«© Tocenſure, is the ſubie& of the Court, 
*<©Fro thence Famecarries, thether Fame dorh bring, 
* © There, tocach wordathoufand ecchos ring : 
*© ALottery, where moſt looſe, but few doe win, 
*© Few loue Religion, many follow (in. - 


Loc 


SF. | 


" ERP or ERS. _ 


» 


 MATIT'D 4.: 


Loe, here arfieft: my bheaury plaidiher prize;': 


Heere where-my\vertues ſeldonie prized be, ' 

Yet that which moſt ſcem'd wondred of the wiſe, 

Confin'd by.vettue, clearelici thade me fee,20i1on | 

VVhart dangers were attending ftillonme: © 7 
VVhich moſt delir'd, for why eſteem'd moſt rare, 
Gaurded I kepr'withy moſt.cfpecialt care. 


This, whole poſleft the thoughts of princelie 79hn, 
This, on. his' harr-ftrings: Angels muſick-made, 
This, was the ſubie& which he wrought pon, / / 
Thar deepe impreſsion-Whictt could neuer' fade, 
Reaſon which might-ſufficiently perſwade:: i 
Hence ſprong that greefe, which neuergauehim reft, 
This was the fpirit wher-with hee was poſleſt, 


This, had commiſsion to commaund:his Crowne; 

In all his courſe, conduQted by-this ftarre, 

This, with a ſmile:could cleere-each cloudie frowne, 

T his, conquered 'him, which conquered all in warre, 

This, calm'd his thoughts in cuery bloody iarre, 
This, taught his eyes their. due attendance till, 


This, held theraines which ml'd his princely will. 
1, Controu- 


Ps = —_ > y ' - 
, . iran / 
«A Soars. oc 
- ” 


M ATI1L DA. 
ControulingLoue, proud FormntsbuſſeFaRoroi 20. 
The gaule of wit, ſad Melanchotiesſchooteg: 075! 
Hart-killing corſive, golden'times detraQor, 

Life-fretting eanker, niiſchiefespoyſoned tools, |” 

The Ideots idoll, butthe wiſe mans foole: 
A foeto friendſhip, enemie to trueth, 
The wrongmiſleaderofiour plealing youth: 


My vertyuous father; famonstherrin' Court; 

VVholiydinpoimpe;and Lotdedwiththe beft,'; 

VVhoſg minde was troubled with this __ repary': 

As oneetfhrining honor in his breſt, 

Andas amanwhoeuer lou'dmebett:- 
Fore-ſawthedangerof-ſuch-ſecret won | 
VVho ftifatrended on the Princes eyes. 


And he;who inthe Kingsown boſome ſlept, 

Experience taught hisdeepeſtthoughts to ſound,”' 

Yetin his breft, rhefameheſecrotkepr, 

Nor would diſcloſethething which he had found, 

VVhobeing hurt muſtneeds conceale his wound, 4 
*© For why he knew, it was a dangerous thing, 
*©In rule, or Louebut oncetocrofie aKing. 


And 


MAT IL D' 4.” 

And finding ſaſthad kindledallrhisfire, 

And his affections in.extreames conſiſted, 

He greatly fear'd his youthfullvaine deſire, 

Might grow impatient, being oncereſifted: 

| Yet in his humor, ſith he ftill perſiſted, 

| VVith me his childe, thought fitreſt roperſyyade, 
 Ere further he into the deepe durſt wade. 


Sweete gyrle (quoth he) the glory of my life, 
The bleſſed and ſole obieQ of mine eyes, 
For whom the Heauens with Narure fell at ſtrife, 
On whom the hope of all my fortune lies, 
VVhoſeyouth, my age with comfort ſtill ſupplies. 
| VVhoſle very ſight: mydrouping hart doth raiſe, 
| And doth prolong thy aged fathers dayes, + 


Thou ſeeft, aworld vpont thy youth awaite, 
That Paradice, where all delighres do gtowe, 
Thy peerleſſe Bemtrie made ſo faireabaite, | 
The Burſſe where Nature ſers her ware to ſhow, 
VVhere bluſhing Roſes, ſleepe in beds of ſnowe. 
The heau&shaue fring'd thy fore-head with their gold; 


Thar glafſewhereheauen her-ſelfe may well behold. 
qi C2 All 


M\ATIL DA; 
<< All gazeat Comets, choyſeſtthings be beſt, 7 | 7 
«© Therareſt pearlesare ever dearcſtprized, 
<< Seldom wants gueſts; where Beaurie bidsthe feaſt,” 


< © Mens eyes with wonders .neuerare-ſuffiſed, jo | 
*< At faireſt{ignes, beſt welcome 1s ſurmiſed. 

© Theſhtineof Loue, doth ſeldom offrings want. 

*© Nor with ſuch counſel, Clyentsneuer ſcant. 


<< Honor is grounded.on:the- ticklelce, 

The pureſt Lawne, moſt apt for every ſport, 

© Thepathro hell, doth feemea paradice, 

©< Vices be noted, verues oft forgot; 

* © Thy fame once foild, incurable the blor.” 
«© Thy nammedefac'd, it touchr with any ſtaine, 
*© Andoneeſupplanted, neuer growes againe. 


«The Lechors tongue is neuer voyd of guite, ” 
* ©Nor Crocodile wants tearesto win his pray, 
*© The ſubtil ft, Temprorhathithe ſweeteſt ſtile, ";/ \;: 
*«VVith rareſt mulick Syrens ſoon'f} betray. 
«© Aﬀection, Will likefire himſelfe bewray: 11114 97 
< © Fime offers ſtilleachhowertgodoamille; >: 
<< And greateſt dangers, promiſegieareſt blifle.  :-- 
| bd ; «*<Deceit 


— 


M ATIL:D A: 
««Deceit,ſtill with a thouſand ſlcightsis fraught, 
«« Art, hatha world of ſecrets in her power, 


«« VVho hopes-a Conqueſt; leaues no meanes vnſought, 


*© Soft golden drops once peirc'd the brazen tower, 
*© Care and Suſpition1s faire Beauties dower. 

*< Guile, (likea Traytor) ever goes difguis'd,, 

$< Luſt, oft is fild, but neuer is ſuffic'd. 


T his wanton Prince, whoſe ſoule doth ſwimin vice, 
VVhoſelawleſſe youth timeneuer hath reſtrained, 
Heleaues no meanes vnprou'd, which may entice, 
Theryres of wedlock wantonly profained , 
His hands with blood of innocents diſtained. 
This Lyon, wouldthy chaſtity deuoure, 
VVhich kept by Verrue, lyes not in hispower. 


««Laciuious will, the ſences doth abuſe, 
*« Birth is no ſhaddovy vnto tyranny, 
*© No ſcepter ſerues diſhonor to excuſe, 
«© Nor kinglie vaile can couer villanie, 
«© Fame isnot ſubie to authoritie. 
«© No plaiſter heales a deadly poyſoned ſore, 


«© No ſecret hid, whereſlaunder keepes the dore, 
Z. 


No 


M AT I.L'D. A.- 
<©No ſubtile plea reviokes diſhonors'ertor, ' . -**- + 
©© No law canquite, where Fame is onceendited, . 


© © Noarmour proofe againſt the conſciencerexror; 
<« Gainft open ſhame, no Text can wellbe cyted, 
<©Theblow once giuen, cannot be euited. 

<< Tf oncethe firebeto the powder gor, 

<< Ti.then too lateto ſeeke to flietheſhor. 


<*©His youthfull loue, is likea ſudden fire, 
*©YVhoſe heateextreame,of forcedecay it muſt, 
* © Thecauſe, proceeding from his lewd delire, 
*© Is quickly out, and ſooner turn'd to duſt, 
«Yet frets the life, as iron frets with ruſt. 
<< Sinne in a chaine, leads on her ſiſter Shame, 
© And bothin Giues, faſt fettered to Defame. 


<< The ſtately Eagleon his pitch doth ſtand, 
**© And from themainethe fearfull-foule doth ſmite, 
* © Yet ſcornes totouchit lying onthe land, 
©<VVhen he hath felt the ſweet of his delight, 
<< But leaues the ſamea pray to euery Kite. 

<< VVith much we ſurfer, plenty makes vs poore, 


<©The wretched Indian ſpurns the golden Ore. 
Kinges 
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© Kinges vſe their Loues, as garmerits they haue worne, 


© YVeake ſtomackesloath, if once buttfully fed, 


«© TheSaint once ſtolne, whodoth theſhrine adorne? 


©© Or what is NeQar if it once be ſhed? 


«© V'Vhat Princes wealth can prize thy Maiden-head ? 
*©Y'Vhich ſhould be held as precious as thy breath, 


£ © YYhich once diſſolu'd of force enſueth death. 


Loe, heerehe makes a period with his teares, 

VVhich from his eyes now make a ſudden breache, 

By which the weight of all his ſpeech appeares, 

In words ſo graue as ſeemed ftill ro preach, 

This 1410ma withſuch power doth teach. 
VVhoſetuned cadence doth ſuch rules impart, 
As deepely fixt each ſentencein my harr. 


O ſacred counſell, true hart-ſuppling balme, 

Soule-curing plaiſter, time preſeruing bliſle, 

VVarer of lifein euery fuddaine qualme, 

Theheauens rich ſtore-houſe, where all treaſure is, 

True guide, by whom fouleErrors den we miſle. 
Night-burning Beacon,watch againſt miſhaps, 


Fore-light, auoyding many after claps. 


The 
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TheKing deludedinhislouethewhiley»/ © 99 tf 
His ſoule-tormentedinthis quenchleſle fire, Sy 
VVith flattering hope his ſences doth beguile, 
Quickning the coalesvnto hisfond delire; 

AﬀeQtion growne too head-ſtrong to retire, 
Controulcs his ({ilence,hating to bemute, 
And ftill doth vrge him to commence his ſure. 


Thus carried on by his vnbridled thought, 
Heleaues'no baite vnprou'd that mightallure, 
©©Deceit, a ſchoole of common ſleights hath taught, 
<< Deſire, hath phiſters which defires procure, 
<< Luſt, putsthemoſt vnlawfultthingsinvre:s 2 + | 
* © Noryetin lifnmgts cuer could be bounded, 
<< Till he himſelfghimſelfe hath quite confounded, 


Burt ſtill perceiving all deuices faile, 
His traines in Court yet neuer tooke effec, 
Now with his tongue determin'd to aſſaile, 
And tothis end dothall'his thoughs dire©Q, 
Too much abuſed by his vaine ſuſpeQ : 
To further daies, no longer would be poſted, 


But finding time, me brauely thus accoſted, 


Goddeſſc 
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Goddeſle (quoth he) when Nate thee engrayned, 
VVith colours fetcht from heauens eternall ſpring, 
Little thought ſhee, herſelfe ſhee could haue ſtayned. 
Or grace the world withſo. diuine a thing. 
But as a gitte to gratifie- a King, ' 
Seal'd thee this Charter, dated at thy birth, 
Tobethefair'{ that euer liu'd on earth. 


Locke not thy treaſure, heauen doth giuethe ſtore, 
A thouſand Graces at thine eyesare fed, 
Thy boſome, is the Angels ſecret dore, 
Thy breaſt,thepillowes of faire Fenw bed: 
Regardes of honour on thy browes are red. 
Thy cheeks,the banquet where ſweet Loue doth feaft, 
Theroyall Pawne of Beauties intereſt. 


Thy lyps, the Bath where ſorrows woundsare healed, 

VVhere Abſtinencekeepes Verrue in a diet, 

Andinthy wit, all wonders are reucaled, 

VViſedom growne welthy, liueth thereart quiet : 

Thy modeſt eye controules Loues wanton ryor. 
Thineeye, that planet clearer then the ſeauen, 


VVhoſe radient ſplendour lightsthe world to heauen. 
| D. 1. From 
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From thy ſiye&lookes ſuch Rtreames of lightning glide, 
As through theeyesdo'woundthe'veryhart, 


Killing, and curing, as they areapplide, 

Hurting, and healing; like -4chilles Dart : 

VVhich to the world do heavenly thirigs impart.” 
And thou alone, the ſpirit of all delighr, 
VVhich like the fun, ioyſtallthings with thy ſight, 


Could heauen allowe wher-with tolim thee forth, | 

Or earth afford things of efteeme to praiſe thee, 

VVere words ſufficierit to expreſſe thywworth, 

Orcould inuention to thy glory raiſe thee, 

Could Art deuiſea weight whereby to parze a—_h 
But thy ſurpaſsing excellence; js ſuch, ' 


As eyes may gaze, bur nothing els may tuch. 


Heeis thy King, who is becom thy ſubieQ, 

Thy ſoueraigne Lord,who onely ſeekes thy loue, 
Thy beauty is his eyes commaunding obiect, 

VVho for thy ſake, a thouſand deathes would proue } 
Sweet Maid let prayers, ſome compaſs!on moue. | 


Let V Volues, and Beares, becruell intherr kinds, 


-- But women mecke, and haucrelenting minds. 


Loue 
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Loue forc'd the Gods; ao, things for Gods vnrneer, 

Behold a Monarzh-kneeling ro.a maide,” 

Apollo, proſtrate at his. Daphnes feete, 

Great Atlas bowes, on whom the heauen is ſtaide; 

Thy 7owe his Scepter onthy-lap hath laide, 
Thouin histhrone doeſtfit as Chancellor, 


And hee become thy daylic Orator. 


Looke on theſe broyes, the perfe&t Map of care, 

The trueſt mirrour. of. my. miſerie, 

In wrinckled lines where-ſorrowes written are, 

VVhere Time ſtill reades on Loues Anotomy, 

My bloodlefſe vaines with greefes Phlebotomy : 
A ſtanchleſſe hart, dead-wounded,tuier bleeding, 


On whom that nere-fild vulture Loue fits feeding, 
LH 


Pitty this ſoule-euaporating ſmoke, 
Thepureſt incenſe of moſt pertect zeale, 


Theſe deep-ferchtghes;cofounding words halfe ſpoke, 


VVhere (woln-ey'd paſsion doth herſelte reveale: 
That ragefull tier, no reaſon;can coneeale..» : 1; + 
VVheretorments laſt;;and.ioyes are ſul diluded, 


VVhere all infernall torture is jncluded, 


D 2 Behold, 
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Behold, the brim-fall Cefterns of theſe eyes, 
VVith ſurging Tydesof brackiſttedresfrequented, 
VVhere foodleſſe Hope, fiilſhunger-ftaruen lies, 


In burning Pooles eternally rormented : 


VVhich to betray, my hart at firſt conſented. 
VVhereasthe ſpirit of woe, hath cuer being, 


Blinded in teares, yet in teares only ſceing. 


Shyne thou, like Cy»thia'vnder mine eſtate, 
Thy treſles deckt with Ariadzes Crowne, 
In pompe.redubbling coſtly Tunes rate, 

And cloud theworld in ſable with a frowne: 
Aduancethy friends,and throw the mighty downe. 
Be thou admir'd-through all this famous Ile, 
Thy name enrol'd with neuer-dared ftile. 


Great troupes of Ladies ſhall attend my Gerle, 
Thou onthy brauetryumphing/Charior borne, 
Thy drinkeſhall be diſſolued orient Pearle, 

Thy princely Cup of rareſt Vnieorne : 

Then liue at eaſe, and laugh the world r6fcorne. © 
And if-our rufick carinot like'thine eares, 


Thy Toe ſhall fetch thee muſick from the Spheres. 
2d [43 | Thy 


| 
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Thy name, as my Empreza will I beare, 
My well run'd rymes, ſhall glory in thy praiſe, 
Vpon my Crowne, thy fauors will I weare, 
Figuring thy loue athouſand ſundry wayes: 
My power ſhall be thy ſhield at all aſlaies. 

And thou my Saint, Kings offering to thy ſhrine, 


VVondring thy beautie, as a thing diuine, 


VVhatifmy Queene, Detractor of our bliſle, 
Thee by her hundreth-eyed Heardſman keepe, 
Hlebring to paſle, ſhee ſhall her purpoſe miſle, 
My <Mercurie ſhall lull him till he (leepe; 
*© Loue euer laughs, when Telouſie dooth weepe. 
«© My prouidence, ſhall keepe her ſtomacke vnder, 
© © She may raiſe ſtormes,but Toxe doth rulethe thinder. 


Thus hauing brokethe Ice from whence might ſpring, 
Sweet ſtreames of loue in calme and fairer time, 
Andafterward, might ioyfull tydings bring, 

Theſtaire begun by which he thought toclyme, 
Hoping duehowres,now he had ſet thechyme; 


Leaues me; not knowing now which way to turneme, 


vvarm'd withthe fire, which vnawars might burne me. 8 


HED. 
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Forth-with began ftrange factionsin mythought, 
And in my ſonle a 'ſudden' mininie, 
Feare and Defire, adoubrfullcombat fought, 
The tytle ſtands vpon extremity : 
My force was great, and ſtrong'mine enemie; 
Till Reſolution, ſeeing alt begun, 
Sent Succors in, by whomthe field was won. 


As thus mine honour in the Ballance hung, 
Berwixt the worlds preferment and my fame, 
Theſein myneeares, like Syrens ſweetly ſung, 
T hart wiſely ſtill fore-warned'meof ſhame ::. 
Till Gracediuine from higheſt heauen came. 
Now mulſtI looſe the prize, or winthe Crowne, 
2Till:Vertue (currant) laſtly. way'd mee downe. 


Thetime is come I muſt receiue mytryall, 

His proteftations ſubrilty acouſe mee, ; 

My Chaſtitie ſticks ſtill ro her deniall, | 

His promiles falſe witnes do abuſe me, 

My Conſcience cald, yet elderly doth excutcime. 
And thoſe pure thoughts,enſhrined inmybreſt, 


By verdict quit mee, being on-the Queſt. 
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And VViſedomnow fore-warned mee of treaſon, 


That in the Court, I liu'd a Lyons pray, 
My tender youth in this contagious ſeaſon, 
Still fear'd infeCtion, following:day by day : 
My Barck vnſafe onthis tempeſtions Sea: 
My Chaſtity in danger cuery hover, 
No ſuccour neer to ſhroud me from the ſhower. 


VVith Reſolution, hap what might be-tide, 
Tleauethe Court, the Spring of all my woe, 
Thar Court, whichgloried in my Beauties pride; 
That Beauty, which my Fortune made my foe, 
To Baynards-Caſtell ſecretly T goe. 
VVhere, with his trayne, my noble Father lay, 
VVhoſe gracious counſell was my onely ftay. 


There,might my thoughts keepe holy-daya while, 
And {ing a farewellro my ſorrowes paſt, 

VVith all delights Imight the time beguile, 
Attayn'd my wiſhed liberty art laft, 

No fearfull viſion made meenow agaſt. 


But like aBirde eſcapt her Keepers charge, 


Glydes through the ayreyyith wings diſplay'd at large. 


And 
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And hoping healththus cured of theſe qualmes, 
My hart in this fayre harbour rides at eaſe, 


The tempett paſt, expeCting quiet calmes, 

My Shyp thus floting on theſe blisfull Seas, 

A ſudden ftorme my Ankor-hold doth raiſe : 
And from the ſhore doth hoyſeme to the maine, 


VVherel (pooreſoule) my ſhipwrack muſt ſuſtaine, 


And loe, the Autumne of my ioyes approch, 
VVhilſt yer my ſpring began o faire to flouriſh, 
Black way-ward V Vinter, ſets her ſtormes abroch, 
And kils the ſap which all my hopes did nouriſh. 
Fortune once kind, growes crabbed now and curriſh, 
In my ftraight path, ſhe layesa mighty beame. 
And in mycourſe, ſhe thwarts me with the ſtreame. 


The King who ſaw his loue vokindly croſt, 

And by effect the cauſe had fully found, 

Since he the harueſt of his hope had loſt, 

Now on reuenge his deepeſt thoughts doth ground: 
Deſperateto kill, recetuing his deaths wound. 


Inreaſons bounds ſtrives but invaine to hold, 


Head-ſtrong deſire , too proud to.be controld. 


Like 
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Like the brave Courſer ſtragling with the raines, 

His foming mourh controld with Canons check, 

VVith lofty bounds his $kilfull Ryder ſtraines, 

Scorning to yeeld his ſtately creſted neck : 

Nor of the bloody pearcing ſpurres doth reck. 
The King now warmed in this glorious fire, 
Thus roughly plungeth in his vaine deſire, 


Hence-forth deuiſing to diſperſe the Cloude, 
VVhich euer hung berwixt him and the light: 
His loue not currant, nor to be allow'd, 
VVhilſt thus my,Facher held meein his Gght,. | 
Some-thing amiſle, his VVatch went neuer right. 
Of force hee muſt this Sentinell remoue, 
If heein'time would. hope to win my loue. 


Ten thouſand miſchiefes now hee ſets abroch, 
Treaſons, inuaſtons, ciuill mutinie, 
Black ignominie, {launderous reproch, 
Rebellion, out-rage, vile conſpiracie, 
Opening the intralls of all villanie. 

Cauſing my Lord, thereof to be accuſed, 


By Trayrors; fuch as hee with gytts abuſed. 
E 1, 
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Foule Enwethou, the partiall Iudge of right,” 
Sonne of Deceit, borne of that harſot Harte, 
Nurſed in Hell, a vile and vglie:ſfpright, 
Feeding on Slaunder, cherriſh'd with Debare -. . 
Neuer contented with thine owne eſtate. 

Deeming alike the wicked andthe good, 

VVhoſle words be gall, whoſe aCtions end in blood. 


His ſeruicedoneto this vngratefull King, 

His worth, his valure; his'gemilitie: 

VVhat good ſo-euer might from verrue ſpring, 

Or could proceede fromtrue Nobilitie, -/- 

All buried now indarke obfairitie. 
His vertuous life, in doubtful queſtion brought, 
VVhicheuer-morefor fame and honour:ſought. 


Thou harefull Monſter, baſe Ingratirude, 

Soules morrall poyſon, deadly-killingwound, 
Deceitfull Serpent; ſeeking to. dilude, 

Black lothſome ditch, where all deſert is drownd, 
VilePeſtilence, which all things dooſtconfound ; 


*« Atfirſtcreated to none other end, 


© © But to greeuethoſe whom nothing could offend. 
Such 


| 


\ , 
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Such as,$0q well perceiu'd the Kings intent, 
In whom remayn'd yet aty-ſparke of grace, 
Pittying a poore diſtreſſed innocent, 
Their ſafery ſtill depending on my cale, 
Theſe in my wrongs participate a place. 
Theſe, bound in friendſhip, andalied in blood, 
Faſt ro my Father in the quarrell ſtood, 


But asa Lyonin the wildes of Thrace, 

VVith darts and arrowes gauled at the bay, 

Kills man and beaſt incountring inthe Chaſe, 

And downe on heapes, the fearfull Heards doth lay, 

His armed pawes cach where doth make his way : 
Thus by his power, the King doth now ſurpriſe, 
Such as in armes reſiſt his tyrannies, 


And gwen ouer to his vile deſire, 

The ſpeQakle of lothſomeſinne and ſhame, 

Our ſtrong-built Caſtels now hee ſets on fire, 

And (like pronde Nero) warmes him by the flame. 

VVaſting themſelues, augmenting his defame. 
VVhich like bright Beacons, blaze in cuery eye, 


VVarning all other of his'tyrannie. 
E 2 
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Our friends and followers-thus are beaten downe, « ii 
VVhom euery ſlaue and pefant dare reuile, #4 (17 
Andall reputed Traytors to the Crowne, 
- Impriſoned ſome, fomeforc'd-into exile; 
Yet worſt of all, (remedileſſe the while,) 

My Father fent'a baniſh'd manto Frawrce, 

And heere perforce muſt leave mee ro-my chaunce. 


On ſhyp-bord now, with hands rear'd tothe skyes, 

(All ſigh'd and weprt,could figh norweepeno more,) 

Hee turnes his ſad eclipſed tearefull eyes, - 

As retrograde vnto the bleſſed ſhore; 

Rich Ile (quoth hee,) once Garner of my ſtore, - 
Taken from mee by yonder Tyrants theft, 


And 1 as poore as ere was Ir left. 


Tis not my wealth, that, Ieſteeme as light, 
Nor yet my Country, though ſo deereto mee, 
But thou alone «Matilda, my delight, 

My lyfe, my ſoule; all my felicity, 

Lett as a pray, vile Monſter vnto thee. 


Yetmy laments are waſted all in vaine, 


And to theſe windesandbillowes muſt complaine. 
| But 


w 
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But now the VVotteis goemromy foldh::. 1 51; 
God help the Lamberhar'sin the Lyons power 
Alas poore Maid, thusart'thou bought andſold, 
Prepared for theſlaughrer every hore, 1! 
This Minataure muft alt my hopes deuoure. 

Yet forc'd by Fortuneto endurethis woe, 


And vnreueng'd 'vnto my graue ſhall-poe.”! 


VVithin the furrowes of my aged browes, 
My ioyes muſt their vntimely burialbhane, 
This farall Tombeproude Fortune them alowes, 
VVhich thus with-holds mee from my wiſhed graue. 
The heauens are deafe although 1 iuftly craue. 

My tcares with greete are frozen in mine eyes, 


Yet God, nor man, regards my mileries. 


Thrice famous Romarne, (fortunate ro mee,) 

By whoſe owne hands thy deereſt child was ſlaine, 

Delmer'd ſo from {lauiſh tyrannie, 

But lyuing, minediſhnonor'd: ſhall remaine, 

Blotting my Name with an immortall ſtaine; 
VVhoſeblack-reproch; for euer ſhall endure. 


«© Ah vile diſeaſethar gener tyme can cure. 


m 
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Euen as the kindbieep-breadung Nightingale, 0. 1:1! 
(The cryet{Merhn-ceazd heriinibene;) 7 51: 
Vnto the Thickets tells a wofulirale;!: 
VVearying the woods with ber coftinitall mone..) 
Thys poore Byrdckirpeth, heepoore Lord doth grone. 

Shee weepes all night, by day complaineth hee, 

Shee for her young one, hee laments tor, mee. 


Looke how the Sea; the Tyde once becing paſt, 

VVhoſe ſurges firaveahe continent ro chmbe, : -., 

And bounding backe vato the Gulfe atlaft, 

Vpon the Sands doth leauea clammieſlime, 

Teares in his cheekes; ſuch-gutters worne intime. 
VVaſh'd withthe floods of his ſtil-rroubled braine, 
His eyes brim-full, as furrowes after raine. 


Andthus my Father vnawares betray'd, 

Athouſand ſorrowes mee at once aſlaile; 

VVhat might I doe, aſilly helpleſſe mayde, 

Toſtand turmoyſ'd inthistermpeſtious gale? 

Theſe boyſterous flawes haue broken down my faile. 
My ſuccors thus (likeſhadowes) now aregone, 


Not one remaines to whonvto'make my mone. 
*Y Now 


" 
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Now, like a Roe, before thehoundsimboſt, = 
VVhen ouer-toyl'd his [wiftnes:dorbaftake,.-:i/ / tr 4 
Forſakes the Plaines, to'whicolvheemiſted moſt, '' 
And to the couerr: doth himſelferberake,: rr + 
VVhere dubbling ſtill, creepesonFombrake'to brake; 

Thus doe flic before the Prinees face; 5 ©. 
V'Vho day and night purſucs mee fill in chaſe., 


The Coaſtis clcere, ſufpntiouvcyesmreft,.(i: 1 5.1411 54 
Andall things fadge which furtherhis delire:: \'/ 
Now royall hope. keepes.reuels mhis. bfeft, 11th » | | 
The coalesarequick;'andFancicblowesthie fires: ©! 
His loue expects his long.deſerued hire. '; 5... - 

No clowdediſcern'd to hinder this his fume, 


The watch diſcharg'd; he hopes theitrowne is wenne. 


*© ThePrinces armes are ſtrecht from ſhore to ſhore, 
© Kings ſleeping, ſee with eyes of othtr men, 
*« Craft findes a key to open.euery dote,, 
VVhat might I doe, or wharauailes meethen ? 
Thelilly Lambe lates inthe Lyons den. 
Loues wakedull eyes (tao -ſoonealas) diſcry'd mee, 


And found: mee, where I ſureſt thought to-hide mee. 
My 
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My Tone, like Zoutmowyſeekes meertoiriuade, : --! 
And royſting,vegteg/inthunder-bolts and rayne, 
A Beaſt, 4Byrd;iSaryreinthefhade, | 
A flood, a fire, a Serpenvand-a Swaine, 
Camelion-like;&fir/ftrrytone ro. gaine. 

Now like grex Phoebe inhisgotden Carre, 

And.then like 'CAcos;rhe fearefull God of warre. 


Hee makes the fyrete> wooe: mewhilſt I'talk,:' 
The VVindto whifllemanyapleafantDittie, 
Thedainty Graffe make mutickasT-walk, 
Theprerid Blowersro mouth Riltropietys: 2." - 5) | 
All ſenceleſle things wirtrreafon ſeeming wittie. 
Betoremmbe-eyes heeeuardoarb appeare; ''<:i:: + 
-::Amd it Ecallyrſhulannfyers; Tagubitene, hy 5 | 


My iteppesare told, my pathes by Spyesare noted; 
Mine eyes byNight:ſpelisthowichinthewaoh;- 
My words are wayid byielousLouerhar dored; ! - 
And at my though, Il-meaning ftilldoth catch: 
Into my counſelles Treaſon:drdyyesthelatch;:.! 1... 
fndat my gates, Sulpitiorttill dorhiward, 7 2901 
- SarroW-myhand-maid, Falfchood on my gard... 


Hee 
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He weepes his wotds, but words could win no teares, 
« «The raine doth ceaſe orerethe Floods do riſe, 
His wofull words his tongue awhile forbeares. 
Then doth he, his hartsarrant with his eyes: 
His eyes ecclipz'd, hethen with ſighes ſupplies. 
Sighes faile, with ſmiles hethen bevyrayes his paine, 
Smiling, he weepes,yet weeping, laughes againe. 


Looke how the Peacock ruffes his flaunting tayle, 
| And ſtruts vnder his mooned Canapie, 
And how hee quiuers with his plumed ſayle; 
Yet when his Lead-pale legs hee hapsto ſee, 
VVith ſhame abares his painted iolitie. 
The King, as proude as Peacock in my loue, 
Yer droupes again, whe words nor teares could moue, 


My breaſt, of Flint, a rock impenitrable, 
My hart, that ſtone which neuer toole could perce, 
My thoughts, a center, and vnſearchable, 
My words, iudgement, which Law couldnot reverſe, 
My frownes, ſuch clowdes, as no ioy could diſperſe, 

*© Tygars are tam'd with patienceand with skill, 


** Allthings made ſubieQ, bur awomans will, 
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MATILD A. 

TheKing like onefick of a ſtrange diſeaſe, 

VVhoſecruell paineno phiſick can aſſwage, 

Nor plaſter can his torments once appeaſe, 

Boyling his intrales, with ſuch helliſh rage, 

VVith his owne knife his horror doth engage. 
Thus deſperate, he, fore-thinks to end this ſtrite, 
Orelſe by poyſon take away my lite 


Bur firſt, with lines hee brauely ſitterh on, 
VVords ſteep'd in ſyrop of Ambroſia, 
Sweet method, ſauored: with inuention, 
«©V'Vhatcan be ſaid that Louers cannot ſay ? 
*< Deſire can make a DoQor in a day. 
Each ſentence ſeem'd a {weet inchannting charme, 
A Trumpet ſounding gentle Loues alarme. 


VVith rare hart-curing Phrieian harmonic, 

He tunes his ſtrings, as notatrebbleiarres, 

His ſtraines ſo pleaſant and melodious bee, 

As might appeaſe the hear of fearefull warres : 

Diſtilling balmeto curethe deepeſt ſcarres 
His pen, dilates his hartes Apologie, 


And ſhewes my ſinnes, by loues Theologie. 


VVYhat 


MATILDA. 
VVhat curious thing did Nature erebring forth, 
VVhat gliſtering ſtarre thatiyeelds his {ihrer ſame," 
Towhich hee doth not now compare my worth? 
Or what is there, that's morrall or diuine ? 
VVhat ſublimation doth not rehne? 

Or what rare thing was euer yet deuiſed, 


That vnto mee, hee hathnot lightly prized? 


Now mounts hee vp with loftie ſtraines of-loue, 

Then to ſad vaines his pliant Muſe doth bow, 

His humors ſeruing, as his paſsjons moue: 

Andasthe Tydes,the numbers ebbe and flow; 

His hopes now wither, then againe they grow. 
Painting his greefe, in hope to quench delire, 


<« Bur inck to loue, like oyle vntothe fire. 


And now of one hee had himſelfe aduis'd, 
Both red and praCtiz'd inthys wretched Arte, 
VVithin whoſe braine all miſchiefes were compris'd, 
VVhoſewords were venom, and his tongue aDarte : 
And this is hee muſt acte this damned part; 

To him the King,my poyſoning doth commit, 


VVho had before madetryall of his wit. 9 
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MATILD A. 
Another Dagon, was this miſcreant, 
A diuell> walking in'4 umaine: ſhape, 


Foule Dag#n, borne true vertueto ſupplant, 
For whom th'infernall pit of Hcll doth gape : 
Image of pride, of villany and rape, 

Be thou abhord of all poſteritie, 

And let thy vile diſhonor neuer dye. 


By him to D#nmew, heetheſelines conu ayde, 
A Moneſtarie 7#ga had begunne, 
Tuza, ſometime aholie Veſtall mayde, 
Ar whoſe great charge this Monument was donne, 
VVherel had vow'd to liue a holie Nunne. 
And in my'Cloyfter, kept amongſtthe reſt, 
VVhich in this placevirginitie profeſt. 


Now he which had thus bloody aCtein charge, 
Thether repaires, with ſetters from the King, 
VVhoſe black Commiſston was bur all roo large, 
To-execute ſo baſe and vile a thing : 

T his meſſenger whichnovw my death dorh bring, 


Toaddefit matter to my tragike ſtorie, 


Finds meanes to boord: mee'in my oratorie. | 
o Þ; Mi. a a ' VVuih 


MATIL D A: 
VVith courtly congies gently greeting mee, 
Giues mee the packet which the King had ſent mee, 
Receiuefayre Maide, theſe Letters heere (quoth hee) 
The faithfull earneſt of that good is meant thee: 
But craving that whichneuer ſhall repentthee. 

His lines be loue, the Letters writ in blood, 


Then make no doubt the warrant paſsing good. 


Kindly accept a Princes kingly offer, 
Tis more then follie if thou doe refuſe it: 
Neuer hath Fortune made a fairer profer, 
Thegyftt too great, if fondly thou abuſe it, 
Nor any reaſon ſerueth to excuſe it. 

Be not a foe vnto thine owne good hap, 


Refuling treaſure throwne into thy lap. 


«If thou be wiſe, hold this as ominus, 

*©Theheauens not like diſpoſed euery hower : 

*© The ſtarres be ſtill predominant in vs, 

*< Fortune not alwaies forth her bags doth poure, 

*© Nor euery clowde doth raine a golden ſhower. 
**©Occaſion's wing'd, and cuer flyeth faſt, 


*© Comming, ſhee [myles, & frovynes once being paſt. 
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MATILDA. 
VVrong notthy ſelfe, nor yet the worlde depriue, 
Ofthar rare good which Nature freely lent, 
Think'ſt thou by ſuch baſe nygardize tothriue, 
In ſparing that which neuer will be ſpent ? 
And that is worft, in age ſhall thee repent. 
Playing the Churle,to hoord vp Beauties pelfe, 
And liue, and'dye, andall vnto thy ſelte. 


Yet, were this all (quoth hee,) as would it were, 
But there is more, which needes I muſt reueale : 
Behold the poyſon he hath ſentthee here, 
VVhich on my life I dare nottoconceale, 
T hus is the King determined to deale. 

I, onely waite vpon thy refolution, 


To win thy Ioue, or ſeethy execution. 


Leaue off theſe humors, be not (inguler, 

Make not an Idoll of thine owne perfeQon, 

Prize not this word (Virgin) fo deere, 

Seeme not ſo Saint-like, moou'd with no affetion. 
<< Beautie brings perrill, wanting ſafe proteCtion, 


Forſwearethis drouſte melancholie Cell, - 


VVasneuer Gerle could grace a Court ſowell. 


This 


MATILD A: 

This feare firſt ſprong from fooliſh ſuperſtition, 

VVhich fond conceit into our cares hath blowne, 

VVhich weereceiue from old folkes by tradition, 

And as a weede to choke our ioyes is growne: 

Reaſon rootes out what Error erſt hath ſowne. 
A gentlc ieſt to fright poore babes withall, 
Like to a Bug-beare, painted on a wall. 


Tuſh, theſe be triwall toyes of reputation, 

VVhoſe Ceremonies haue the world infected, 

Held in regard but onely for a faſhion, 

© VVhich friuolous, the wiſer haue neglected : 

And bur as Dreames of doting age reſpected. 
VVhoſe ſpleen-{ick humors on their galls were fed, 
Thinkingall true which they imagined. 


Diſpatch, (quoth hee) loe, heereis penandinck, 

Heere make the Prince aſſurance of thy loue, 

Orels prepare thee to thy farall drinke, 

VVhich is of force thy Feuer to remoue: 

VVhich (ah pore fondling) thou too ſoone maiſt proue. 
And it thy will be ſo faſt chayn'd to thee, 
Let thine own handstheExecutioners bec. 


And 


MATILDA. 

And is (quoth I) the Princes pleaſure thus? 

You aredeceiu'd, heedoth bur this to try mee, 

I know my Lord is kinde and gracious, 

Hee thinks my ſexe & weaknes will diſcry mee; 

I hopetheKing will deale more kindly by mee. 
Thoſe bleſſed hands, which neuer did but good, 
VVill not be ſtain'd with virgins guiltleſle blood. 


His thoughts be pure, as Chriſtall, withour ſpot, 
Hee is wiſdom, honour, valure, chaſtitic : 
VVhat excellence is there that hee is not ? 
Or what may be, by him which cannot be ? 
Hee's Vertues right ſuperlative degree. 

From his affections, neuer ſhall proceede, 


One little thought of this ſo vile a deede. 


**Kings be the Gods Vizegercnts heere on earth, 
*© The Gods haue power, Kings from that power haue 
* Kings ſhould excellin vertue as in birth, (might, 
** Gods puniſh wrongs, & Kings ſhold maintaineright, 
*© They betheSunnes from which weborrow light. 

** Andthey as Kings, ſhould ſtill in juſtice ſtriue, 


**VVith Gods, fromwhs their beings they derive. 
Inrag'd 


M ATI LD. 4, 

Inrag'd with this, (in greetes extremitie,) 

Minion, (quoth hee,) tis nownotimeto prate, 

Diſpatch, or els He drench you preſently, 

Of this, nor that; I ſtand hot to debate. 

Expects thou loue where thou reward'ſt with hate? 
I paſſe not I, howerethou like the motion, 


Haue done'at once, and quickly takethePotion, 


This ſudden terror makes mee pauſe for breath, 
Till Gghing our at length this ſad reply : 
If it be ſo, welcom to mee my death, 
This is the vimoſtof extremitie, 
And yet when all is done, I can bur die, 
His will be done, (ith hee will haue it fo, 
And welcome Death, theend of all my woe. 


And thou my Deaths-man, ſlaue vnto his luſt, 

Thexecutioner of his lawleſle- will, 

In whomthe Tyrant doth repoſe.ſuch truſt, 

DetraQtno time, his murthering minde fulfill 

Doe what thou dar'ſt, the worſt thou canſt bur kill. 
And tel}theTytant-this when 1 am dead, 


[ loath'd hisbeaſtly and adulterous bed. 
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Nor 


MATILD 4. 
Nor lettheKingthy Maifter enerthinke, 
Avertuous Maid ſocowardly and baſe, - 
As tobe frighted with a poyſoneddrinke; - 25 c 
And live an abieQ inthe worlds difgracev:- + | 
All eyes with ſhame to-gaze'mecin the face. - 
T hat ages which heer-after ſhall ſucceede, 
Shalthold mee hateful for ſo vile a deeds. - 


Is this the greateſt gyft he could beſtowe ? 

Is this the Tewell, whet-with hee dothipreſent mee? 

I am his friend, what giues heeto his foe, 

If this in token of his loue be ſent mee? 

Remedileſle I am, it muſt content mee. 
Yet afterward, a prouerbe this ſhalt prone, 
The gift King lohn beffow'd vpon his Love, * 


Then of this conqueſt let thy Soueraigne boaſt, 

And makereport with ſhame what heehath done: 

A thing more eaſie then ſubdue an 'Hoaſt, : 

Or conquer Kirigdoms; as his/Father wonne got 

O hapleſle Sire, of this vnhappy Sonne. ' V 
And hee mbteſhame ſhallcatrieto:hisgraue, 

Then Fortuhe honors to his Father-gane, 


Thus 


MATILD A. 

Thus ſpoke my minde, (as women ve todoe,) 

Hoping thereby ſom-what to eaſe my harr, 

But words I found, did but increaſe my woe, 

Augment his rage, not mittigate my ſmarr; 

And now comes in the reckoning ere wee part. 
And now my valure mult be rry'd; orneuer, 
Or famous now, or infamous for euer. 


Taking the poyſon from his deadly hand, 

\ Vnto theKing carouſt my-lateſt draught; 

Goe wretch (quoth I) now let him vnderſtand, 

Hee hath obtayn'd what hee ſo long hath ſought, 

Though with my blood, my fame I deerlte bought, 
And though my youth hee baſely haue berrayd, 
Yet witnes Heauen, I liu'd and dyeda Mayd. 


Then why repine I, ith hee thinks it meete, 
Hee is my Soueraigne, and my life is his, 
Dearth is not bitter, ſpyc'd with ſuch a ſweet, 
VVhich leades the way to cuerlaſting blis; 
Hee's all my ioy, hee all my glory is. 

Hee is the tuch by whom my gold is tryed, 


Onely by him my death is ſanQlified, 
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MATAILD A. 
For could mylife kauegivarlife tomee, 
My youthes fayre flower, yet blooming, had nor dyed, ' | 
Then how ſhould'this but meritorious bee,: - | 
VVhen by my death, my life is fanQtified ? 
Could cuerthing more fitly bee applied? 

In this is lone, inthis his care-Ifinde;- 


My Lord isiuſt, my Lord is onelie kinde. 


Then let theſereares,th'Elixars of my loue, | 

Bee to his ſoule a pure preſeruatiue, 

Andlet my prayers, beof ſuch forceto moue, 

T hat by my death, my Soneraignemay ſuruiue: 

And from hisraigne, ler Fame herſelfe deriue 
His glorie, like the Sunnestranſlucent rayes, 
And as the heauen, eternall be his dayes. 


This morrtall poyſon, now beginnes to rage, 
And ſpreads his vigor thorough all my vaines, 
Thereis no phiſick can my greefe aſwage, 
Such is the torment which my hart deftraines, 
Boyling my intrales in moſt helliſh paines, 
And Nature, weakned of her wonted force, 
Muſt yeeld to death, which now hath no remorce. 


And 


M.AT\I\L DA 


And thoſe pure tnoughts; which onteEcboifly fed, 


Now when pale death my fences doth furprize, 
I offer heere: vpor my dyihg:bed;”; 5 
This precious, ſweer, perfumed facrifice: 


Hallowed in my almighty Makers eyes. 


VVhich fromthis Alrer, ſends me heavenly hght; 


£ Guiding my foule amid this darkeſome night. 


My glorious life, my ſpotleſſe Chaſtity, 

Now at this hower bee all the ioyes I haue, 

Theſe be the wings by which my fame ſhall fiye, 

In memorie, theſe ſhall ny, Name engraue ; 

Theſe, from obliuion ſhall mine honour ſaue. 
VVith Laurell, theſe my browes ſhall coronize, 


And make mee liuetoall poſterities. 


**Ourfondpreferments, are but childrens toyes, 
** Andas a ſhaddow, all our pleaſures paſſe, 
*© Asyeeres increaſe, ſo wayning are our ioyes, 
*© And beautie crazed, like a broken plaſſe : 
** Aprettietale of that which neuer was. 

*© Allthings decay, yet Vertue ſhall not dye, 


*© This onely giues vs immorrtalitie. 
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My ſoute, thusfrom her pryſon ſetarlarge, -:- rl 
And pentlie freed ftorh this poluted;roome, - 
This prize vnloden frotwthislothfome Barge; 
(Such is the Heauens inevitable doome :) 
My body layd at Dummow in my Toombe. 
T huts. 8aynards-Caſtle boaſtes my blefſed birth, -' 
And Danmow kindly wraps mice in her earth, 


- Now ſcarcely was my\breathleffe body cold, 

But cuery where my tragedy was ſpred : 

And Fame, abroad in every Coaft had told, 

My reſolution; beeing lately dead: | 

The glorious wonder of all woman-head, 
And to my Father flyes with this report, 
VVholiu'd an Exile inthe French-Kings Courr, 


His griefe, too greatto bebewail'd with tcares, 

VVords, inſufficient to expreſle his woe, 

His ſoule, affaulted with a thouſand feares, 

As many, ſundry pafsions come and goe; 

His thoughts, vncertaine, wandring to and froe. 
Ar length, this fearefult extaſie ore-paſt, 

Grones from his ſoule this paſsionatthe laſt. 


MATALILD 4. 
O Heauens (quoth hee) why was borne accurſt ? 
This onely comfortto mine age was left : 
But todeſpite mee, you haue doneyour work, 
And mee of all my werldlyjoyes: bereft: 
Iquite vndone by your decentfullthefx. 
T his was the Tewell eſteemed moſt, 
Andlooſingthis;now all my treaſurs loſt, 


Yee powers Diuine, if you be cleanc and chaſt, 
In whom alone conſiſts eternitie, 
VVhy ſuffer you, your owneto be diſgra'ft, 
SubieR ro dearh and black-impuritie ? 
If in your ſhield be no ſecuritie?'” - 
If ſo for Vertue theſe rewards be due? 
VVhoſhall adore, or who ſhall honour you ? 


VVhat ment you, firſt to giue her vitall breath, 
Or makethe world proude by her bleſſed bitth, 
Predeſtinating; this watimely death, - : 
And of her preſence to deprive the'carth ?- 

O fruitleſſe age, now ſtaru'd with Vertues dearth, 


Or if yowlong'$to have heveompanyy! i 1 


O why by poyſon would you ker ficr die?! * 


MAT ALD 4. 
O Soile; with drops.6f mercy,oncebe&dew'd, 
VVheniuſt menweteinſtauled inthythrone, |, v1 | 
Bur now with blood of Janocenmtsambrewsd;. | 
Stayning the glory-offayre Albion, - 
O luſtfull Monſter, 6: accurſed- Tohy., . | 

O heauens, to, whotwa-ſhould men for wuſticecry, 

VVhen Kingethemſchies thusraigneby-tyrannuc? 


O gyue mee wings Reuenge, I will aſcend 

And fetch her ſoule againe out of theirpower;, 

From them proceeded this vntimely end, 

VVho tooke her hence before her dying hower. 

And rays'd that clowd whichrayn'd. this bloody ſhower, 
And fromthe graue Iledig her body vp, 
VVhich had her bane by that vilepoyſoned cup, 


O pardon Heauens theſe ſacriligious words,,. ., , | 
This irreligious.open blaſphemic;,, dun. 
My wretched ſoule ng bei oa aords, eat 
Such is the paſtion of tnineagonie; - --/. ,, +- 
My deſptratecaſeinibiis extremitie. corn 1111 1! 
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MATILDA. 
No, no, Ile practiſe by ſome ſecret arr, 
How to infe& his pure life-breathing ayre, 


Orelſe Ileſheath my poyniardin his hart, 
Or with ſtrong poyſon Ile annoynt his Chayre: 
Or by inchauntment, will his dayes impayre. 

O no, reuenge to God alone belongs, 

Andit is hee which mult revenge my wrongs. 


O heauens, perforce wemult attend your time, 

Our ſuccours muſt awaite ypon you ſtill, 

[n your juſt waights you ballance euerie crime, 

For vs you know what's good, 2nd whatis ill ; 

VVho underſtands your deepe and ſecret «kill? 
In you alone our deſtinies conſiſt, 


Then who is hee which can your powerrelift ? 


O, could my lighes againe bur giue thee breath, 

Or were my teares ſuch balme as could reſtore thee, 
Or could my life redeemethee from this death, 

Or weremy prayers, but inuocations worthy: 
Sighes, reares, life, prayers, were al! to little for thee, 


Bur ſincethe heaven, thus of my child diſpoſeth, 


Ah me, thy Tombe now all my ioyes incloſcth. 
Hy O 


MATILD A. 
O what a wonderſhall thy valure bring? 


VVhat admiration tro poſteritic ? 
VVhat rare examples fromthy vertues ſpring ? 
O what a gloric to thy Progenie, 


To bee engrau'din laſting memorie, 
VVhen as applauding Fame in euery Coaft, 7 
Shall thus in honor of Fitzwaters boaſt ? | 


England, when peace vpon thy ſhores ſhall flouriſh, 

Andthat pure Maiden fit vpon thy Throne, 

VVhich in her boſome ſhall the Muſes nouriſh, 
"VVhoſeglorious fame ſþal through the world be blown, 
| (O, bleſſed: Ile, thrice h; Ppy Albion, ) 

Then let thy Poets in their ſtately rymes, 


Sing forth her praiſes to ſucceeding tymes. 
þ 
By this, the Kings vile bloody tage is paſt, 


And gentletime his chollerdoth digeſt, 

«« Thefireconfumes his ilbſtance at the laſt, 

The greefe'aflwag'd which did his ſpirit moleſt: 

Thar fiend caſt out wherewith he was poſſeſt, 
And now he feeles this horror in his ſoule, 


VVhea loathſome ſhame his actions doth controule. : 
Black” 


MATILDA. 

«Black hell-bred-humor of reuenging (in, 

t< By whoſe inticements, murder wecommit, 

«The end vnthought of, rathlie we begin, 

©< Letting our paſsion ouer-rule our wit : 

«© Mifsing the marke, which moſt we aymeto hit. 
** Clogging our ſoules with ſuch a maſſe of care, 


<< Ascafts vs downe oft times into Diſpayre, 


Traytor to Vertue, Reprobarte (quoth hee,) 

As for a King, no more vſurpe thename: 

Staine to all honor, and gentilitie, 

Mark'd inthe face withth'yron of Defame: 

The Picture of all infamie and ſhame. 
Diſpis'd of men, abhor'd in cuery place, 


Harte to thy ſelfe, rhe very worlds diſgrace. 


VVhen all thy race ſhal bee in tryumph ſer, 

Their royall conqueſts and atchiuements done, 

Henrie thy Father, braue Plantagenet, 

Thy conquering Brother, Zion-hart, his Sonne : 

The Crownes,& ſpoyles,theſe famous Champions won; 
This ſtill ſhall bee in thy diſkonor faid, 


Loe, this was /o/n, the murderer of a Maide, 
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This act enro!ldin Booke of black Defame, 

VVhere,menofdeath andrragick murders reed, 

Recorded inthe Regiſter of ſhame, 

In lines whoſe letters freſhlie euer bleed, 

VVherealſthe world ſhall wonder my miſdeed. 
And quotetheplace, (thus euer) paſsing by, 


Note heereKing 79hns vile damned tyranny. 


Her blood exhal'd from earth vntothe skye, 
A fearefull Meteor ſtill hangs ore my head, 
Stayning the heauens withher Vermilion dye, 
Changing the Sunnes bright raies to goriered, 
Prognoſticating death and fearefull dread ; 
Her ſoule, with houling, and reuengfull ſteven, 
Shreeking beforethe gates of higheſt Heauen, 


VVhoſe ſacred Counſell, nowin idgement ſet, 

And Shee, before them ſtands to plead her caſe, 

Her drearie words in bloody teares are wet, 

The euidence appeares before my face, 

And I'condemn'd a catite wanting grace; 

_ Tuftice cryes.ourt vpon this {intull deede, 
And to my death the fatall ſtarres proceed. 


Farth, 


MATILD A: 

Earth, ſwallow me,and hide me inthy wombe, 

O let my ſhame in thy deepe Center dwell, 

VVrap vp this murder in thy wretched Tombe, 

Let tender Mercy ſtop the gates of hell: 

And with ſweet drops this furious heate expel. 
O let Repentance, 1uſtreuenge appeaſe, 


Andlet my ſoule, intorment finde ſome caſe. 


O, no, herteares are now become a flood, 

Angps they riſe, increaſing mine offence, 

And now the ſhedding of her guiltleſle blood, 

Euen likea Cankar, gnawes my Conſcience, 

O, ther's my greefe, my paine proceedes fromthence. 
Yet neuer time weares out this filthy ſtaine, 
And I diſhonor'd euer ſhall remaine, 


Then doe I vow a folemne Pilgrimage, 
Before my wretched miſerable end; 
This done, betake mee to ſome Hermitage, 
VVhere Itheremnant of my dayes will ſpend : 
VVhere Almes and Prayer I ever will attend. 

And onthe Tombear laſt, where thou dooſtlye, 


VVhen all is done, Ile lay me downe and dye. 
H 3 And 


VVhoſe ſacred Temples are with Garlands dight ; 


MATILDA. 
And for his Penance, laſtly hee deuis'd, 


Monthly to Dunmow would he take his way, 


And in a ſimple Palmers weede diſguis'd, 
VVith deepe deuotion kneele him downeto pray : 
Kiſsing the place;,whereas my body lay. 
VVaſking my Tombe, with his repentant teares, 
And being wet, yet dryed it with his hayres. 


And now, before my ſpirit depart from hence, 
Otet me ſee the Muſes owne delight : 


14ea, mirrour of all patience, 


O let my ſoule bee bleſſed in her fight. 
VVhich ſo adorns this poore world with her birth, 


As where ſhe is, ſtill makes a Heauen on earth. 


O let mee once behold her bleſled eyes, 
T hoſetwo ſweet Sunnes which make cternall ſpring, 
VVhich baniſh drouping Night out of the skies, 


In whoſe ſweet boſomequiers of Angels {ing : 


To whom the Muſes all their treaſures bring. 
Her breſt, £9inernuas ever hallowed ſhrine, 


VVheoſe fainted thoughtsare ſacred and divine. 


Slyde 


MATILD A. 
Slyde ſtill ſweer Azkor on thy ſiluer Sands, 


Play dainty Muſick when ſhe walkes by thee, 
VVith liquid Pearle waſh thoſe pure Lillie hands, 
And all thy Bancks with Laurell ſhaddowed be, 
And let ſweet Ardens Nightingales with glee, 
Record to her in many a plealing ſtraine, 


VVhilſtall the Nimphes attend vppon her traine. 


«A A 


FINIS. 


